Frederic Wakeman’s First Story Since "THE HUCKSTERS” 
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Cream Wafer 
Face Make-up 


No Water Needed! 






10 Model Mothers, 12 youngsters, 
22 sporkling smiles! 
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Will the law ever requite women who are care- 
less about their bteath to wear bells wattimg 
others of theit approach? It’s not a bad idea. 
You can understand why if you ever came face- 
to-face with a case of halitosis (unpleasant 
breath). 

This all too common offense is likely to 
person to be avoided. 

Don’t take your breath for granted. Don’t 
assume it’s O. К. when it may be quite the 
opposite. You yourself may not know when 
you’re guilty. Let Listerine Antiseptic help to 
put you on the polite side. Use it before апу date. 
Almost at once Listerine Antiseptic makes your 
breath sweeter, fresher . . . less likely to olfend. 

While some cases of halitosis are of systemic 
origin, most cases, say some authorities, are due 
to the bacterial fermentation of tiny food par- 
ticles clinging to mouth surfaces. Listerine Anti- 
septic quickly halts such fermentation, then 
overcomes the odors fermentation causes. Never 
omit Listetine Antiseptic. 

Lambert Pharmacal Company, Sf. Louh , Мо . 
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ЛгИпе Healter’8 t 

of magazines for the 

that of the whole bun_.,_ ^ . _^ _ „ 

(We might add that Arline is a very polite giri anc 
was telling us this, she knew darn w€ll we did not worK lor ijooa 
Housekeeping ог Popular Mechanics.) “And ever since I was a 
little girl,” she says, “I always wanted to have my picture on 
the cover of Cosmopolitan.” So naturally she is pretty ех- 
cited this month because her wish has come true. Arline, who 
has just reached the ripe old age of twenty, weighs one hundred 
and three pounds^d stands five feet three inches, without heels. 

ledical undergraduate course at N€w Уогк University, 

• 1 i.ir_ ... жт ■ an who happens to be a 


she married Merrill Heatter, _ 
nephew of Gabriel Heatter, th 
of Basil Heatter, the author of 




;cerpt fr 


under the 


which.was published in_ ....___ 

title, “The Last Raid.” Five months ago she left college in the middle c 
her senior уеаг to become a model. Seems that her ur 
tographer, showed her picture to somebođ^ and he si 
you know . . . Now she spends 
her days posing—mostly for mag- 
azine illustrators and for hat ads 
—and then rushing home to Jack- 
son Heights, a Long Island suburb 
of New York, to get supper for 
her husband, who works in the 
production end of radio. Always 
interested in Cosmopolitan ad- 
mirers, we asked Arline how the 
magazine was doing these days. 

“Well,” she confess^, “I haven’t 


words, V 


)inted о1 



____ .o read magazines 

since she started to pose for maga- 
zine filustrations. “Why, yes,” she 
said, a little surprised. “I guess 
that’s right, isn’t it?” We advised 
her stemly to quit the modeling 


Ae constani; readere of t^ guaint соШтп have noted, it 

through this issue and noticing horses in fiiree different 
UlustraUons (Pages 27, 61 and 64), we wondered (a) if this were not 
some kind of a record for magazines outside of the turf and 
hunting journal class and (b) if the automobile is here to 
stay. And it also reminded us of the story of the recluse in the 
Tennessee hills who, on account of the housing shortage, was forced 
to share his lonely hut with another recluse. They remained silent, 
of course, for ten days. On the eleventh day the second recluse said, 
“Saw a white horse today.” There were twenty-thre€ more days 
of silence. On the following evening the second recluse said, “Saw 
a black horse today.” The first recluse arose in disgust and started 
to pack his haversack. “Leaving?” his roommate asked. “Yep,” 
said the first recluse. “Why?” persisted his friend. The first 
recluse grimaced. “Тоо much horse talk,” he said. 


}t piece of fiction that he has published 
since nis mucn-aiscussed novel, “The Hucksters.” Partly 
because of the housing shortage in America, Wakeman and his 
wife and children have been living in Bermuda while he works 
on his next novel. We tried to get him to tell us what the book 
was all about the last time we saw him, but he woiddn’t talk. 
Не did tell us, though, about a letter he received from an English 

used^in “The ^ckstCTs.” As yoiJ^probably recall, tl« advertising 

used a sincere approach in selling a client a new and sensation- 
аДу sincere idea for a sincere radio show and g€nerally tried to 
be as sincere as possible. The bafHed professor informed 
Wakeman that he could find in no reference library апу precedent 
for employing the word as it was used in “The Hucksters.” Не 
asked Wakeman to be more. careful in the future ^ 






freshmen and sophomores. “The Hucksters,” ( 


mple f. 







WALTER J.BLACK, PRESIDENT OF THE DETECTIVE ВООК CLUB, OFFERS 


ERLESTANLEVGARDNER 


I ~ ШШ£ВВ^ 

Ш STANIEVGARDNER 

OF HIS BOOKS 

0 WERE SOLO UST УШ KIONE! 
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ALANLADD 


GAIL WILLIAM 


RUSSELLDENDIX 



JUNE DUPREZ 

Lowell Gilmore • Edith King 

DirectedbyJOHN FARR0W 
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CAROL 

BRANDT 



Aith ough Carol Brandt could easily pass for a trim thirty, she insisie 
she was born July 28, 1904, thereby adding a dozen invisible уеагз to her 

zodiacal sigil of Leo the Lion, and her successful сагеег as an author, agent 
and editor would seem to support the astrologists’ claim that Leo people аге 
particularly suited to vocations that embrace writing. 

Undoubtedly one of the ten highest-paid women in New York, Carol Brandt 
has been working for Metro-Goldwyn-Mayer since 1945, when two gentlemen^ 
from Hollywood, a Мг. Мауег and a Mr. Schenck, who know a good thing 
when they see it, offered her a position—too exalted, apparently, for a title^— 
at a salary that almost qualifies her for the 
one-hundred-percent tax bracket. Carol is 
charged with acquiring the movie rights to 
promising new novels and stories for her 
studio. And since M-G-M, as the trade- 
mark indicates, expects her to fumi'sh the 
lion’s share, in addition to keeping a keen еуе 
on the written word in America, the lady 
dashes over to inspect the European literary 
market several times a уеаг. She also co- 
operates with publishers in subsidizing strug- 
gling young authors, and directs the committee 
that makes the annual Metro-Goldwyn-Mayer 

The stargazers maintain that it is natural 
foi Leo people to have such energy. Our 
Cosmopolite gave early evidence of this as' 
a student at Barnard College in New York 
when her restlessness frequently drove her to 
long contemplative walks through upper Man- 
hattan late at night. Barnard parted сотрапу 
with its rambling coed when her absence on one 
such occasion was reported to the dean by 
an unfriendly elevator operator. A уеаг at 
secretarial school folIowed before Carol mar- 
ried Drew Hill, the late writer. 

While in Budapest with her husband, the 
youthful Mrs. Hill sold her first magazine 
story. She continued to write as a free-lance 
author until shortly before Mr. Hill’s death 
in 1929, and her association with writers and 
agents in Europe proved invaluable when she 
hung up her pen and returned to New York 
to work for Ann Watkins, the agent. 

Carol was fired when she married her present 
husband, Carl Brandt, a rival agent, but Mr. 
Brandt, ahhough he loved his wife dearly, refused to have her as a business 
partner. Mrs. Brandt nodded cheerfully, opened her own agency, and, what’s 
more, made a shouting success of it. Mr. Brandt claims he still does not 
know quite what to make of all this. 


C arl Denny Brandt. aged eleven, and Victoria Brandt, eight, seem to stand 
little chance of escaping the literary virus, even though neither of them are 
Leo people. Their mother says her offspring have yet to enter a room in the 
Brandt apartment without wading knee-deep through their parents’ manu- 
scripts. Their father says the Brandt children have come to accept this phase 
of their home life with as much unconcern as they regard Carol Brandt’s 
unique position in the highly competitive masculine field she has successfully 
invad^d. 
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La Cross hands you a new idea! 



Naylon, the new nail polish miracle! 

ог topple. And genius made this Steady Stroke 
Applicator too. It’s easy to hold as a pencil, applies 

polish as simply as you sign your name. Naylon 
itself is a dream nail polish...dries faster, 

lasts longer, is flexible as a fingernail. Vou’ll find 
the colors tantalizing...especially flaming. vibrant 
Congo Magic. Yes. La Cross puts polish 
perfection at your fingertips...60<^ plus fed. t^ 



and in a word it’s 


by La Cross 








lALLACE 
STERLIN (j 


All Sterling 18 silver clear tkrougk — kut tkere must ke genuine artistry in its “working” to make a Sterling 
truly Jirecious. Look for tkings like carving in comtilete contour, Јексасу of detail, tjerfect kalance — kotk 
in -veigkt and in line. Tkese are cjualities wkick in tkeir et>itomy of {jrojection 8 |jell tkat exclu 8 ively A 4 llace 
Tkird Dimension Beauty vkick sigkt alone can fully descrike. ^allace is unckallengcakle in terms of craft 
as well as great design. From left to rigkt tkese exclusively W^allace t>atterns witk tkird dimension keauty: 
Rose Point, Stradivari, Sir Ckristotjker, Grand Colonial, Grande Barof^ue. Six-|jiece Jjlace settings 
(lunckcon knife,lunckeon fork,teae{joon,cream soufj 8{јооп, salad fork, kutter spreader) akout $a5 to $30. 
N^allacc Silvcremitks, Wallingford, Conn. • Since 1835 * R. Wallacc & Sons of Canada, Ltd., Toronto, Ontario 
THE CHOICE YOU MAKE ONCE FOR A UFETIME . . . THAT’S WHEN NOTHING LESS THAN THE FINEST 
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with more abundant, more brilliant, more lasting luster 



mth amazing ne^ inffrean.'n 
that remo^es the luster-dimnunk 
filmfrom hair...DECAMLM 

. Here is an important announcement 
for women seeking new hair beauty 
'л „Innmr the announcemen.t ot 

^ i.tmi’racion Foamy Shampoo 
a new Admiracion roa j . „m„ 
containing decanium, a remarkab 
ne\. ingredient. 

. Decanium gives Admiracion 

he delighted with new, different 

Admiracion Shampoo. 


ANNOUNCING 


NEW 


ADMIRACION 

SHAMPOO 


"Problem Hair" made lovely again 

Start using new Admiracion Foamy Shampo 


today. Now wonderfully improved with 
decanium to check ugly, dulling film and 
help keep your hair at the peak of altrac- 
;ss—softer, smoother, silkier, more 
lustrous—hair so easy to manage that 
every shining strand goes obediently; 
into place and stays there. 









How to strike it rich 


O NE WAY you might do it, is 
to get a prospector’s outfit 
and head for the High Sierras. 

But a way you’re sure to do it 
is much simpler. Just go to your 
favorite bar or package store and 
ask for Four Roses. 

When j'ou taste Four Roses, 
we think you’lI agree you really 
have struek it rich. For this 
matchless vvhiskey has a flavor 


all its own—rich. smooth, and 
satisfying. In short, we believe 
Four Roses offers you a delight- 
fuily different and distlnctive fla- 
vor not to be found in апу other 
whiskey you’ve ever tasted. 

Just try it and vve’re sure you'll 

Fine Blended Whiskey-90,5 proof. 

old; е0% grain neutral spirits. 


FOUR 

ROSES 






GROWING FAVORITE OF MILLIONS! 









3/ noleil professioiial |iliolooraplifrs 


Colof 


)liolo 


Ву Josepli J. Stemmetz 














“I was fil to be tied!” says Магу 
Тиоћеу of Hackensack, N. J. “Му 
complexion hađ been oily and 

I had it for keeps! Even when I was 

Plan, I didn’t dare hope for 
апу real improvement. 


“But what could 1 lose? So I 

-- reported with a group of other ^ 

women to a New York skin specialist. 

us had dry skins; some oily; some just fair- 
to use at home for 14 days. 


Palmolive Soap. Then, for 60 seconds, massage with 
Palmolive’s soft, lovely lather. Rinse! Do this 3 times 

skin Palmolive’s fuU beautifying effect. After 14 

smoother, finer looking—less oily, too! See 
“Т what the Palmolive Plan can do for уоиГ ^ 


Doctors Prove 

% out of 3 women 
can have 




Fewer tmy blemishes 

Tiny blemishes—small black- 
hea^s due to improper cleansing 
respond to the 14-Day Palmolive 
Plan. “Му skin improved a lot,” 
says Betty Graff of San Fran- 
cisco. Over half the 1285 
women tested got clearer skin! 


Fresher, brighter color 

“Skin brighter, actually less sal- 
low!” says Helen Farrell of De- 

Palmolive Plan. T^ie 36 doctors 

for 2 skins out of 3. ^tart voiir 
Palmolive Plan today! 


^ Batk Slze Palmollve! 






begins with . . owner, Stork Club. bLh in ЕпН Okla- 


The last magazine article 
of one of America’s favorite 

reporters. It’s about a very 
famous tavern and its 

equally famous landlord 


Ву Damon Runyon 

















Stuart Cloete 


morning, a week before i 



ond'wholly worthy of contempt 
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Michael Fosler’s 


GREAT SHORT-SHORT STORY 01\ PAGE 21. 







lile, “welcome ho 



ranging his face in a large sm 

“You remember me?” 

“Afraid I don’t,” the old man said. “As a matter of 
fact, we ,ot the facultjr were told to make a particular 
point of looking for the button, extending warm 
greetings, all that.” 

“You haven’t changed, thank God! Му name’s Мас- 
Intyre.” 

There was a small silence. 

“If you’re under the (Continued on page 156) 




,can be cured 














BEACHCOMBING 

ain’t what it used to be 

BY RAY DUNCAN 







There sAarp smashin^ b(dws^ an infinittj 

36 






Saturday-U.SJi. 

All over America it's a clay of shopping, 
playing or just plain loafing— 

the most enjoyable clay of the week 








ТО САТСН А MAN, THEY TOLD 



“Oh, Mother, I do too,” Monica answered, surprised because 
Mother had never before questioned the success of Peggy's 
three-year-old marriage. 

“Of course уоиг sister could get around anybody, Mrs. 
Wolff continued. 

“Anybody,” Monica agreed. 

“She really ought to write a column iri a newspaper, telling 
girls how to catch a man. Nobody could be апу better at it 
than she is.” 

Oh, dear, thought Monica in a panic, so that’s what Mother’s 
driving at; she laiows all about everythmg. 




studying for her Ph.D., 
young instructor, new at 
ea at Professor Lowrey’s. 
)om from Monica, but she 


_m Beckwith. К 

the university. They had r 
Kim had sat all the way aci 

was immediately aware of шт in a way ша^ maue n a new 
experience. It was winter and the blinds were drawn, and his 
face was half in shadow as he leaned fonvard away from the 
lamplight, talking earnestly to Mrs. Lowrey. His nose threw a 
curious shadow across his ascetic face, and he had a crooked 
smile that went straight to Monica’s heart. She heard his 
voice rising from beyond the group in which he was sitting, 
and although its timbre was no stronger than the others, her 
ears singled it out and listened to it, disregarding the discourse 
of Professor (The Middle Ages) Edgerly on the importance to 
civilization of the inventions of the button and the horse collar. 

Before Monica left, she and Kim had drifted into the same 
group, and twice when he said something witty she was the only 
-1-_ laughed. Sbe had never met апуопе who hr'’ * 


3 full-l 


quality of humor. Monica’s wasn’t a musical Taughl’it 
’ ’ ’ )bust.NaturaUy (Contimiedonpnge 124) 


hy AK 


for 

Monica 
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Thus she imagined hersdf, regal in evening 
carrying a single rose. 
















thirfy-five to twelve and a half dollars a weelc. 

Part two of a two-part memoir 


BY 
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Now, as an honest Massachusetts {armer, 1 am amazed to see how mucb 
embezzlement, chicanery, incompetence and general antisocial behaviot is tevealed 
as I study the cateer o£ Наггу the Demon Reporter. It makes me suspicious of all the 
standard biographies, which nevet admit such crimes. 

Cettamly Geotge Sterling, the poet, was guilty at least of регјигу and excessive imagina- 
tion when he told Joe Noel, sports writer on the San Ftancisco Evening Bulletin, to 
let his city editor in on the secret that there was a wonderful young reporter and 
magazine writet named Mt. Lewis around those parts, that he seemed to like Califor- 
nia almost as well as his native New York (Fifth Avenue), and might conceivably 
be persuaded to stay here. An interview between Mr. Lewis and that innocent 
city editor was arranged with the pomp of a toyal wedding. 

I had planned to accept the position at thirty a week—which was vastly higher than 
my value in the labor market had ever been—but as I walked into the editor’s of- 
fice, Joe mysteriously handed me a slip teading, "Hit him for thitty-five.'' 

Hit? Ме, the international journalist? I did nothing so vulgar as to hit. I per- 
mitted the editor to know that I was a Yale man and had had things published in these 
magazines and I knew New York like the inside of my hat (about which current 
hat, which I had left outside, the less, the better). But I liked his nice little city, 
and I would be willing to stay atound awhile at—should we say forty or fifty a 
week?—oh, what did it matter?—make it thirty-five . . . expenses so much less m these 
smaller towns. 

So I tilted back in my chair and looked casually down on Market Street. 

Indeed it didn’t matter at all, except that if I didn’t get the thirty-five (and 
1 would have listened happily. to an offer of thirteen-fifty) I would have stopped 
eating and sleeping under cover. 

Не was a hard-boiled city editor and as credulous as all hard-boiled peo- 
ple, who are too busy admiring their own hard-boiledness to study other people. 

I got the job. 

If it were 1909 again and 1 were that editor, 1 would either fire this 
Lewis the first week, or create a special department for him in the Saturday 
Supplement, and let him write his fool imaginative head off, and raise him and raise 
him—perhaps to thirty-seven-fifty in ten or twelve years. Lewis was good at 
’human-interest stories,” but he never saw the news or heard the news ог brought in 
the news, and if the governor had shot the тауог at the ferryhouse and Lewis had been 
the only reporter there, he would have come sunnily trotting into the office with 
a lovely piece about Sunset Over the Golden Gate. Again does his real career 


newspaperman myself 


make me suspect all the published Lives, especially the autobiographies, and when I read 
the triumphant pomposities of prime ministers and bishops and department- 
store barons, I suspect that along with their youthful twenty-six hours a day of in- 
dustry and probity, they must have had endearing times of being огпегу and idiotic. 

This Lewis discovered in San Francisco a den, plagiarized from Robert Louis 
Stevenson, where the hobos drank only wine all evening long—wine at five cents 
a can—and they were gently crazy, and in a room where shadows slid along the 
huge wooden tables, they told one anothei stories from the South Seas or sang together 
as languidly as the lotos-eaters. But that story the editor would not let our 
young wondet hero write. Instead the editor told him that there were murmurmgs ot 
financial scandal about a large orphan asylum, and would he kindly hustle out and 
get the dirt? 

I found that the asylum was surrounded by a brutally high red-brick wall. A 
real reporter would presumably have climbed the wall at midnight, wriggled across 
the courtyard,_ anesthetized the night watchman, removed the ledgers from 
the safe, and have had a front-page story for next {Continued on page 200) 

49 
























ТНЕ 


REST 

CURE 


visitors arrived, Meyers’ 
Manor was known as a good placefor 
a guiet summer vacation. 
Afterwards it was 
known as Meyers’ Madhouse 

by Sy Gomberg 















IGOR GOUZENKO 

TELLS WHY HE BROKE 
AWAY FROM COMMUNISM 
AND RISKED HIS LIFE AND ТНЕ 
LIVES OF HIS FAMILY 
ТО WARN THE AMERICAN NATIONS 
AGAINST THE DANGER OF 
SOVIET ESPIONAGE 





England’s Elizabeth, 
being heiress to the throne, 

will have to do the proposing herself. 

And when she becomes Queen, 

her husband won’t be allowed 
to say a word about how she should rule the empire. 
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Ihe frustration 

of 


редду allen 


It can be very annoying 

to discover you're vrrong obout something. 

It con olso be o greot relief 



^Gordon Molherbe НШтап 

























Paul Marcus 









а very short stonj by Wyatt Blassingame 












leather unsettled? 
Just settle for SOUP! 


And suddenly it’s Spring! But you’re ready for 
it, and for those outdoor appetites—when you’ve 
CampbeU’s Soups on hand. Ве the weather sunny 
or showery, weli-fiUed bowls of tempting soup 
can warm the heart and comfort the hungry. 


improued reciP and 

gives amooth poi^’ 

J made mto a ^ater 

toe tabte xn№ foi 

a temptrog P eaia of P<^' 

e^tra-nourishmg 


1 USClOUS 

grovm 

Carnp'o®'^ 
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ТОЛМО 






Do flne whiskies need something more than time for ageing? 

Indeed they do. Hiram 'K'alker’s whiskies are not forgotten during their 
meIIowing years in the warmed rackhouses. As these fine hase whiskies mature 
in charred oak barrels, Hiram Walker men watch and test them with 
exacting care. Here Artist Fred Ludekens shows these men at work in the distillety 
at Peoria. We hope you’ll come one day to see how skillfully Hiram Walker 
applies its 89 years of whiskey-wisdom. Then, whenever you order Imperial, you’lI 
know the reason for your complete enjoyment of this finer whiskey. 


IMPERIAL 


;б proof. Bknđeđ IVhtske^. Jhe strai^t tvhiskies in this protiuct are 4 years or tnore olđ. 
10 % strai^ht ivhiskey. 70% grain neutral spirits. Jtiram H^aiker & Sons Jnc., Peoria, 3U. 































This is fhe sfory of Annie... 
















































Of course you can unwrap a bar of Fels-Naptha Soap 
without being overrun by midgets . . . but you can’t use 
Fels-Naptha without discovering the fastest, surest 
cleaning action you’ve ever had in the house. 

Dirt just can’t escape the Fels combination of good mild 
soap and active naptha. No matter where dirt is hidden 
Fels-Naptha finds it. Loosens it quickly and gently. 
Floats it away without a tattle-tale trace. 

Isn’t this just the cleaning action you need 
wash days? Isn’t Fels-Naptha the laundry 
soap you have been looking for? 

Fels-Naptha Soap 

BAN/SHEs"tATTLE-TAL£ еВАУ" 


ACT\OH '.V. 
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take a 

TIP 

before you 

DIP 

—wear 

WAT E R P R O O F 
М ASCARA 



ih. Won’trun. Won’t 
:. Won’t betray you 



helena 

rubinstein 
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There’s a language of loveliness that’s understood the 

earth around—the romantic, worldly fragrance of 
Yardley’s "Bond Street,’’ recalling beautiful faces and 

enchanting ways. It is the scent chosen by women of 
sophistication, for it is as distinctive as they. 

“Bond Street” Perfume, $2.50 to $15. Toilet Water, $1.50 and $2.50. 

byYAR.DLEY 























I Was Inside Stalin’s Spy Ring 



































ч_У\\^ sign of а good watch is the name 
Longines on the dial. !t is assurance of superior manufacture, not in one detail or 
two alone, but all the way through, Eighty years of continuous practice has per- 
fected the Longines technique of making watches of greater ассигасу and long life. 
And it is for these qualities that Longines watches have won, over the years, 
10 worId’s fair grand prizes, 28 gold medals, and highest ассигасу honors from 
leading government observatories of the world.* 









THIS DMFFERENT 



GM.OMtMFMES YOUR OWN INDMVMUUAL COUORING 


Are you blonde, brunette, brownette ог 
redhead ? Now you can add to the natura] 
loveliness of your own individual coloring 
with this unusually diflferent face powder 
in your own Color Нагтопу Shade. 

And just consider these exceptional 
qualities in this different face powder: 


1 ..Itimpartsaloveliercolorto theskin 
2..It creates a satin-smooth make-up 
.S..It clings perfectly...reall}' stajs on 


Тту Мах Fattor Hollywood Face Powder... a 
beauty secret of the famous screen stars 
...nowcreated foryo» to bringa surprising 
new loveliness to your make-up. $i .00 








Cashmere • 

B»u<iuet 

Лпп' /untL'^t' |ш|1ал1С^ /MiAv iovo 


^ 1Л 
























€đ£VMMT 


Procluced onlv In limited quautities, Lord Calvert is a inatchless blend of tlie world’s finest spirits and inost 
distinguished whiskies. So ra?«...so smooth... so mellouj. ..it is intended for those who can afford the finest. 
A“Custom" Blrniied H'hiskes, 86.8 Prcsf, Grain Neutra! Sptrits. CaU'irt DistiUers Corforation, Nem York City. 



the gods to play 'Nvith. littl^ anđ looking d( 


And Љеп one day it came to him thi 
shonld seek out the horse he had love 
ог see if he had bred colts that wer 
like him. So he did this and found a col 
the dead spit of the father—and found 
girl too.” 

“Val,” I said. 

“Yes, Tim.” 

“And it is your own life you’re speak 


n. Then she lookeđ 


“The police,” he said. “I’ve been smug- 
“Why?” said I. 


parted 
Like j 


5f it, Tim. Because 
ry £ind unhappy.” 
i to think of him 
happy. “But you’ll 

_.le ^aid^And ™ V 

thief in the night. A 


straight at the police sergeant. Her han 
was at her throat holding the little gol 
chain that she wore. Still looking at hii 
she lowered her hand to her breast an 
then pulled it out so quickly that sh 
snapped the chain. There was a heav 
gold signet ring between her fingers. Sh 
^d not say a word. She just slipped 
on he^finger. d k’ d h 

then seeing Mother and Val both lookm 
at him, changed his mind and began 1 
’ othing but the l “ 


ove to the sergeant when he co 
Ve’re old friends though we’ve n 

It was еаг1у next moming when 
and I met Sergeant Ferrars on his 
to the house. Не had two troopers 
some boy5 with him and a Cape cart 
two mules with their camping gear. 
“Come about the horses, Sergeanl 

*^“Yes!” he“sidT\ut*tewS°ookta 
Val’s mare. “If that mare’s mane 
tail weren’t so dark I’d swear . . .’ 
looked down at her hoofs. “Black h 


had n 

Since Calgary had gone the night be- 
fore Val and I hadn’t spoken of him. She 
knew what I felt about him, and I knew 
what she felt. And both of us knew that 
this was not the end. The sergeant looking 
at this mare was part of the story. 

W€ liked Ferrars well enough, but no- 
body reaiiy likes policemen. They re- 
main, as Father said, thieftakers, and are 
themselves but thieves set upside down. 

“ ’Tis a good lot of horses you’ll find,” 
I said. 

And that was all that happened. Nor 
did anything out of the ordinary occur 
till later, when the horses had been 
looked over and the police had made 


laugn. oure, noining om me 
was enough for Gentleman Johnny. 

for a wife and a Dragoon for a norse. 
leing You’ve got yourself a good man, Val. 
:ome Your blood and уоиг looks you get from 
me, but it is your mother’s brains and 
t be good taste that you have.” 
i off. “I told you I could manage your.father, 
my Val,” Mother said. 

Father, .. 

aid, “Whž 


sergeant like 

the sight of oi 
on the stoep 

g“nt ““sć 


id he b< 


'°“You 
“Yes, I 

“■■llhen' 


a гасе he rode!” 
him?” I asked. 
w him win the Nati 

1 you know him?” 

теп he thought he 
was talking to him ai 
.” Му father paused. 


“I’ll tell you the story,” he said fmally 
“Calgary’s not his name, but in his day— 
and that was almost the last of those day{ 
—him—Calgary was the b^1 


pride of Ifis 


gentleman rider 

a young king h. _ 

regiment, and all the highe 
the land ready t( 

of the young ladies who wanted him had 
been able to slip a bit into his mouth. 
“Then suddenly there was a lot of 


the g 


jave up 1 
:eally кп€ 


his flat in London. But 


-us after all.” 

.is?” Father said. “Who did?” 
“Your horsebreaking friend. То think 
of him lying up here with me watching i 
the border for him for a month. And my 

white mare.’ Calgary indeed!” he said. 
“Ge^eman Johnny^s what ^call hm, - 


—^ _ e, and me searching the__ 

him,” he said. “Well, the charges will be 
dropped, now.” Не turned to my father. 
“Can you beat it, a man like him tuming 
smuggler and gunrunner! Why, with ev- 
erything in the world to his hand, once 
his troubles had blown over, would he 

“Fmm boredom mayl№,” Dad said. “The 
ent and perhaps there was something 

“What else?” The sergeant leaned for- 
ard in his chair. 

“It could be that he was ^king the 




it’s been decided that the natives can 
buy guns after all, so that settles his ] 
little smuggling business. But I ’ 

watched your daughter well,” h_ 

Mother. “Gentleman Johnny’s no m_ 

have aroimd with young girls for long.” 

“I was too busy watchmg myself,” 
Mother said, “and if I had been a maid 
like Val no mother could have watched 
me enough to keep me from him. Indeed, 
considering the time they’ve been to- 
gether I am surprised at my daughter. 
Had it been me, he’d never have ridden 
ofi alone.” 

I looked at Val. She was blushing a 


nd the sergeant’s an 

ister’s health.” 

And my mother saii 
le weddmg, which 


las L Calgary’s mare. 
2г filled up his glass 

























































[ГНАШЕОШтГШ!. 


1ТН/тНВ>МАН1СЕШ1. 


irHAPPENEDIHAHmCUIE. 

















IT CAN STILL BE 


ALLVoorsTHISVF/I/? 



... the “ah”-inspiring scenery, the 
cool green spaces of Canada’s vaca- 
tion playgrounds ... the life and 
colour of her cities and resorts ... 
the refreshingly different flavour of 
this neighbour nation where you’re 
never a stranger—always a guest. 

Маке up your mind that this is 
уоиг уеаг to see and епјоу it all. 


Then ... stake your claim on the 
holiday of a lifetime hy making уоиг 
reservations right away. If we can 
help with information, just send the 
coupon below to Canadian Govern- 
ment Travel Bureau, Department of 
Trade and Commerce. 

Hon. J. A. MocKINNON D. lEO DOLAN 
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AžcatbnsUnlimted 
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SAVED DAYS 
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speiled; C-0-£-0-«... for the NEW 2-0-8 EVENINO IN PARIS FACE POWOER eniivens 
уоиг skin with o vivocious radionce of color. 

ЛИип is spelied; P-E-R-F-L'-M-E... 

for this new foee powder brings you, in an INTENSIFIED, 

asting form, theolluring perfume of EVENING IN PARIS! 

and— 

it covers and it clings 
and it covers and 
it clingsl 










The Rest Cure 


TeTol 


Eresh hay 


le said after a while. “I 


if tobacco juice at a big fly on 
nd almost got him. I wondered 
X could spit that far. Then he 
. reached for the fuU milk pail. 
• grabbed the handle 


:e it!” 


Their nair 
€ WOT pla: 


зг the cows E 
_lickens and p 


^ were Da- 

„ -^—„ing^later. I was. pouring 

more milk when I heard Mom calling me. 
Lonnie said he didn’t mind me helping 
him because I wasn’t Uke the rest of 
those city brats, and if I'came back he 
might let me steer Dan while he plowed. 

Mom was really sore wh€n I got to her. 
I didn’t get a chance to explain. She was 
talking too fast. ‘Т didn’t know what 
happened to you or anything you might 
’ ’ - ’ • ’ 3ed even.” she said. 


have 


1 kidnaped e 


“Your breakfast is waitmg only don’ 
i^ou come into the dining room like tha 
i^ou smell like you гоД^ in a pig stile, 
she told me. “Go right upstairs this min 
rte wash good your father should se^ 


јЦом wouldn’t let me t 


2. But I f( 


it breakfast. Šhe w 


hotels where they waited on you; it was 
really a farm with a sort of summer 
boardinghouse on it. All the mothers 
cooked their own meals with their own 
pots in the big kitchen, and each family 
had its own table in the dining room. We 
got our food from the people who owned 
5ie Manor, Charlie and Јеппу Меуег. 
Charlie was fat and always worried. Не 
had a red face from high blood pressure. 
Јеппу was skinny and worried about 
Charlie. She ran the littie store, built 
near the kitchen. Whatever you bought, 
Јеппу marked down in a book—except 
candy. You had to рау pennies for candy. 
When the fatiiers came up on each Satur- 
day night, they paid for what you ate all 
week. It didn’t cost too much. 

As for the people—outside of three old 

bies. Worst of all, I didn’t see апу kid 
the Shrimp could play with. That wor- 
ried me. Lonnie expected me to steer 
Dan. But what would I do with the 

som^more cSs^fo^him to work on!^^ 

Mom wiped the last of the oatmeal off 
his mouth and took off his bib. “Now you 
take him out and watch him,” she told 
me. “Don’t let him run he just ate and 
he’ll throw up and don’t let him get in 

“But, Mom, what kind of trouble can 
he get into in the country?” I asked her. 
“There ain’t nothin’ he can break or take 
apart. Besides, h 
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It’s a triple-threat! One ... is "forbidden” color and two is "for- 
bidden” fragrance. . . bofh on your lips. And three ... a secret vial 
of Tabu perfume itself (sq .cleverly 
hidden vithin the cover) to further 
the mood—and you, with him! 

Eiglit potently exciting reds. $2.50 
including the perfume (tax extra). 
















lakes and st , „ . 

vast painted deserts. Gtand Coulee Dam, the mighty 
Columbia Rivet, Mt. Rainier, Mt. Baket, Mt. St. 
Helens, thewheatfields of the Palouse and Big Bend, 
the famous orchatds of Wenatchee, Okanogan and 
Yakima and many oth^t scenic, agticultutal, and 
industrial marvels wiU make yout visit to Washing- 
ton long to be remembered. Comfortable, modetn 
accommodations of all kinds are available, and 
highways are broad and smooth. Do let us send 





















ThAT’S what makes old thompson different. .. 

It’s smoother, tastes better because fine old Glenmore whiskies 
are blended with the choicest grain neutral spirits and then 
WED • IN • THE • WOOD .. . put back into harrels to assure a 
perfeđ ипгоп of these famous distillations. 



This old-time method of peffecting a blend 
takes longer and costs more. But there’s 
no rush at Glenmore where the making of 
the best whiskey, not necessarily the most, 
has been the goal of this one-family dis- 
tillery for three generations.... Perhaps 
that’s why Old Thompson is called 
“A Better Blend for Better Drinks.” 


GLENMORE DISTILLERIES COMPANV . LOUISVILLE, KENTUCKV 
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Adi/i/ бШдА/ 


will bloom 


in уоиг hair 





Vebutđntt 


Coć^rdttUd- М' 'KjUOj' Uj' 


This brilliant new Debutante collection 
is full of ivonderful surprises! A ВеаШу Lotion 
to make make-up behave .,. afascinating new pressed 
Face Pomder... even a Special Formula to 
help *Wo something^' ahout tiny skin irritations. Everything—from 

fragrance. АИ at hetter cosmetic c 


the Classics department, and 

possible face and a most marvel 
This is it, Peg. I’ve never been s 
Only this moming Peggy’s аг 
rrived. “Skippy has had the 
Dugh,” the letter said, “and I hž 


igaged. Tell me 
faseinated Не 


discontent. 

of humor.^ 


thoughts, saymg, “Now, апу girl w 
a problem could just go to Pegj 




'would tum out right.” 

“But, Mother,” Monica argued, “Peggy’s 
retty. That’s half the reason she got 
way with her—well, her tricks.” 

Mother shook her head. “Peggy’s al- 
^ays claimed апу girl, could do it,” she 
:rsisted. She looked pointedly at Monica. 


ND she was right, of course. From the 
e of twelve Peggy’s life had been a 
ries of triumphs over the male. Scores 
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'GLAMOUR-BATHE'^V HAIR 
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BROWN-FORMAN DISTILLERS CORPORATION, I N C 0 R P 0 R Д Т E D, AT LOUISVILLE 


KENTUCKV 
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Buyitfr, 


DR. HAND’S 

TEETHING LOTION 

Just rub it on the gums 
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ready for roniance? 


liqilid deodorant 




'Л 

F ^ 


checks perspiration — 
prevents odor— 
longer-Iasting— 
fewer application% 

non-caking — 

applicator cap 
makes NONSPI L 
easy to use / ' „ons 


dbA 35^and60^plu.t 


drunk come, not to relieve the pains and 
aches aforesaid? I mean, was the drug- 

store clerk or soda puUer to make a i- 

call for a dram a case for the D.A.? 


dry. Th 
it his b 


■dryness thereof S! 
• ) allev' ' 


called runu 


youth craves. 
if today, as b 
of his Stork 






■s old, o 


schoolma 




oungest Billingsley girl, d 


3. Sherm 




Colon; 


n thos« 


ment from Federal agents and split it in 
two. Inside he found the number of the 
guilty member, who, to this day, remains 
on his black list. 

On the other hand, when the speak- 
-proprietor was not worrymg al 


.е law, h 


drinking whisky. Anyway, 

for two years imder the firm of Bii- 

lingsley and Billingsley and did fine. 

There were similar ventures in other 
parts of the country. Then Sherman be- 
came a wholesaler of legitimate liquor in 
St. Joseph, Missouri. This was stUl pre- 
nrohibition, and Missouri was a wet state. 
lu^hard by was Nebra^a which 




, -- Ље under- 

:ld. When the Stork Ćlub became 
... V evening 


mlar, Mr. В W-._ _„ 

>torious racketeets who inquired 
..placed 




politely what valuE 

investment amounted to'something'^iike 
six thousand dollars, allowed it might be 
around thirty thousand. 

The more repulsive member of the team 
licked his thumb and placed ten one- 
thousand-dollar bills on the table. 

“We now own one third," he announceđ. 


L could hardly turn do 
L tion. The gangland pi 
' influence with the so 
t plies. There was als 


the gay ^ 
le black ^ 


e sits in the lush elegance 
Club, absently nodding to 
passing ceieorities, there are times 
he sees beyond the lights and the 
crowds the lone rear^-- -’ 

Nebraska and hears above the oomp^ 
of the rumba number only the steady 
hum of his motor as he drives furiously 
through the night. I find it almost im- 
sible to reconcile these facts of his 

_ у career with his shrinking and gen- 

tle personality, but of course every man 
changes when responsibilitv takes him 
by the elbow and starts guiding his steps. 

Afterwards, Sherman worked in the 
equaUy dry sections around Des Moines. 
Then he became owner of three grocery 
stores in Detroit. There, Fred Armour, an 
Oklahoma schoolmate, worked with Mr. 

Today Fred is day manager of the Stork 

In the €arly 4wenties, Sherman came 
to New York and invested his 

soon expanded into a string of drugstores 
in the Вгопх and Westchester County, 
Harlem, Staten Island and Brooklyn. Не 
also delved into real estate and -built a 
four-block residential district known as 
Billingsley Terrace. In 1925, he married 
Hazel Donnelly. Their oldest daughter, 
Jacqueline, who is now nineteen, drops 
into the Stork quite frequently. 


>г the rest of your time 


we you somewhat п 


to put it mildly, did n< 


h he had no particular interest. Не 
forced to do business with certain 

_ds of his new partners. These same 

friends often appeared in the Stork Club 
at inopportime moments, frightening the 
regular customers. But Mr. В was advised 
'mces whose judg- 


trong^y b 


rinally there was a meeting of the 
partners in the Stork Club celiar at which 
Sherman attempted to buy back the one 
third of the stock. “We don’t own one 
third of the club,” he was informed cold- 
ly. “We own one third of уои." 

But after a уеаг Mr. В got out of the 
alliance rather easily. Не merely paid 
ijiirty thousand dollars to regain full 
ownership of his own business, three 
times more than he had received under 
the original shakedown. 

The \mderworld was not pleased. At 
that point, however, Мг. В was a good 
friend of several very influential people. 
One of them, highly placed in New York 
i_x known around town 


_ _f anything _ _ 

there might well be a general crack down 
on rackets and several mobsters would 
find themselves forthwith in the рокеу, 
or as the British prefer to call it, the 
gaol. 

In the meantime, the Stork Club be- 
came famous. It started to attract the 
Social Register trade. The free cham- 
pagne and perfume and the free publicity 


«г father’s business. i 


5t Stork Club, which opened in 
a site on West Fifty-eighth Street 
Western Union office now stands, 


I^e management of a speak-easy had 
its headaches. On the one hand there was 
the law. The Federal agents who raided 
the Stork Club had to use a member’s 
card to get by the door. When they com- 
pleted the raid, they would hand the card 


_ _ smile. Thc 

r were carefully obliterated, of 
Мг. В went frantic trymg to fig- 


..ally p- - .. 

Fifty-first Street, near Рагк Avenue. The 
Vanderbilts and the Astors W€re fol- 
lowed by the Washmgton politicians and 
the Hollywood glamour girls. Now, in 
the Fifty-third Street location, where he 
has been since 1934, Мг. В does a two- 
million-doUar business annually. 

The present headwaiter of the Stork 
Club is a Bhort, fat and bald little man 
named Victor Crotta. When Mr. В opened 
the original institution in 1929, he hired 
Victor as headwaiter. Victor stuck it out 
for a few m<>nths, Then he handed Sher- 

are going to be a success," he said. 

Victor opened a restaurant of his own 
on Fifty-S€Cond Street and later gave that 


of Internal Reven' 


s. In October, 1942, 1 
Мг. В and asked if 
rk for him again. 


tightly ' " 


membership card 

glued Victor’s second 
г. В accepted the telltale docu- Т1 


he could g' 






Its cleaner, brighter 


Taste 


means cleaner, brighter teeth! 


New Pepsodent Ihe only tooth paste 

containing ^ПиШ, removes the lilm thal makes 


your teeth look dull...uncovers the natural brilliance of your smile! 


^^Toppintj for Mounlains? 













А great /l/lartini must know the right peop/e ... 


and here they 



HIRAM ^ 

VVALKERS 



are ! 



90 proof. Distilkd from 100% American grain. 
Hiram Walker & Sons Inc., Peoria, Ш 
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had a woman in his blood, but my ne\ 
>wledge added nothing to my impres 
is. I merely saw the same mild-look 
man, reading a рарег propped agains 
_ _arafe. Не was c€rtainly a quiet om 
but there was nothing about him to sug 
iy future Poof and Phsst. 

1ШуТГ 

ssip was implying. Clotilđe’s pouU 
nothing specific to me—I simply 
gathered that the French said “hen” 
wh€n Љеу meant a silly woman. Through 
ding I was awesom€ly acquainted 
le implications of “lover,” but no 
my aunt’s circles said “lover”— 
id that Mrs. Jones “saw too much” 
dreadfully fast-looking man, and 
:he words at their face value. 

parading around 
the Casino, which 
that seemed quite 




в certa^ly d. 
d Lucy. 


jpiteful and contemptuoi 
y^of^saying, d 

laughing nastily. 

Не never answered back. i 
1 utter quiet. 

Lucy looked distressed \ 


ег and th 
r, ther< 


sive in Lucy’s pride that mad 

- through the hotel halls stif 

straight beside her mother, as i 
dared апуопе to say a word agains 
die was tenderly attached t^ 

: and must have sufEered a 

acrimony. Mrs. Jones despised her hus- 
md because he lacked it, and he was 
jrpetually in.the wrong because of that 
id of other things I did not understand. 


Ir. Jones was qui€tly firm. I suppose he 
slt she was learning something and 
iiat she was with nice children even 

said,^ “All 


which si 


e, for 


and looked a1 


le puzzle oi 
ir these thii 


les took them 
and laughed. 


.usly 

life. I happened 

led with them. f was absorbed in 
„ -_-.ppiness with Lucy. I had a won- 
derful feeling of happiness when I was 

be with her. 


a bov’s s 


oarrassing to be with 
I now, and I called her “you” 
the “Lili” she liked, but she 
put that down to my young 
Bss. She treated Lucy and me 
1 who mildly amused her; she 

with, but I had the feeling of 
у breath for fear something 
^rrong and she would lash out 


with her. 

That__ 

There was nothing 

in utter truth, an affair of the he 
never thought of kissing her, and I : 
—t._j т — —casualh'^ " 


It was only for a short time that the 
Joneses stayed at our hotel. They moved 
sudd€nly into a small rundown villa on 
the hill behind us. Whether the manage- 
ment^proh^ted the move or the^otel 

but I expect it was a little of both. Dr. 
Jones had the villa rent free for acting as 

the hotel being the wiser. Му ai 
that I snent some time at the 
ich. She d 


-t lmew 


eing Lucy occasionally, for she thought 
icy was “sweet,” and there were no 
her young people my age at the hotel, 
it she would have disapproved if she 
Bs I trudged up 

-x.._.= _g 


n the 1 


e starting o: 


GeneraUy Mrs. Jones was out or asleep, 
and Lucy and the doctor and I had the 
place all to ourselves. Lucy could keep 
her promise of teaching me to dance 
and I was glad to learn, but I never en- 
■ joyed it very much for I felt clumsy be- 
side Lucy. She had a natural grace and 
lightness that was sheer enchantment tc 


ys repairing things, 
eglected chair, and 

s, chiefly al 


. . chiidren 

though they were yoimger. 

I remember that Mrs. Jone 

right, then! Don’t blame me i. . . __ 

gestured with the hands where the two 
diamond rings sparkled. 

Through their talk I came to know that 
r. Jones had worked at several things 
L several places, but they seemed places 

nue living. She despised England which 

ave had some idea of becoming a doctor 
»ain. Mrs. Jones said that Switzerland 
as all right if you got to know anybody 
id didn’t get stuck in a cheap pensior 


• Lucy and I helped, an. 

l talked a good deal tc _ 

‘ natural history. His mind waLS stored with 
. information about birds and butterffies 

t more interested than Lucy who had 
heard all this before. One day, when he 
> was showing us different butterflies, 
Lucy suddenly darted off to do a butter- 
fly dance for us. 


now still, she hovered o 
flashed across the tiny 1 
caught the sunshine and 
moved^ so fleetly 

ту throat ached 


Lo belutifi!l‘ 


thing, kici.” For all his olive skin and 
what the hotel called his “foreign looks,” 
he spoke like one kind of New Yorker. 
as perhaps he was. 

Usually Lucy was poUte but shy with 
him. Now she asked eagerly, “Do you 


lo lively a lady woid revel and 


iaturally. And just when 


looked at ..... __ 

„ i’t half of it.” 

Dr. Jones took a step toward Lucy, and 
his thin hand clasped hers as it used to 
at the hotel. Не said, his voice sounding 








1 . 


Advice from a bride of ’ 














STOP CORNS! 




































Gre&Hn^s to tlie month of Мау 

With hi^bđlls жаЈб tha Kinsey шу 


K(N$E/ 


FREE: Eecipe Воок. Write Kinsey, D12, 1429 Valnnt St., Phila. 2, Pa. 

86.8 ProoJ. 65% Grain Neutral Spirits. Kinsey Distilling Corp., Linfield, Pa. 









































§, /у /, ,-Љ k W 


















157 















matter of fact, all his coU( 
committee were looking 
piciousljr. 

Не wonđered what Љеу would do if 
he suddenly stood on his hands, say, or 
put his feet on the mahogany table, but 
he controlled himself. Не gave his atten- 
tion to the yoimg lady’s message. 

The editorial was about textbooks. 
There was nothing startUng ог new in it. 
It pointed out that almost апу teacher in 
апу well-known coUege could get a text- 
book published, because he could guaran- 

and that he could stimulate lagging finan- 
cial response by doing a revision every 
three or four уеагз; that no less than 
seventy-two members of the staff of the 
CoUege of Liberal Arts alone were authors 
on this basis, having contributed three 
hundred and thirty-five 

organized knowledge o_ _, 

which two himdred and thirt^-eight 
regularly appeared in “new and revis^” 
editions, generally at an increase in price. 
This, the editorial suggested, was a low 

Then the young woman’s editorial be- 
came specific. It discussed th< 

teacher of architectural ■*- 

by name, who not only 
textbook ($5.00; revised every xwo уеагз^ 
but also specified a Handbook (by Mitch- 
ell: $1.50) an annotated Bibliography 
(Mitchell: $1.25, mimeographed) and,— 

cial drawing paper designed by Mitc_ 

(10 cents per sheet) which differed from 
regular stock only in that it had a sky- 


[uired his ол 




pecial clips which held ii 
the board (the clips, an invention 
-sold for $1.00 a doz< 


. .e night,” - 

said, interTuptins herself. “You 
a lot on dates if you 1 

“Doubtlessly,” Dr. ! 
said. “Well, Professor Ii 

heard enough-” 

“I haven’t finished уе 


which 


O’Hara 


O’Hara puU^ off his gla 
ing them by the bows, 
gently on his stomach. 

’ , cierr 


bounced then 


responsibUit^fo^t?iis u^ignified graffing 

Board of Trustees—a group of increSbly 
shortsighted dairy farmera, corporation 
lawyers, and all-roimd Babbitts—^which 
has yet to realize that teachers, like steel- 
workers, deserve a living wage. True, 
the average member of the teaching 
group seems to have taken to this spiritual 
prostitution’ ”—O’Hara’s glasses whacked 
violently against his Phi Beta Карра кеу 
—“ ‘with an easy conscience, but most of 
them are, in aU probability, honest men. 
The Board of Regents made this bed, 
and now the faculty lies in it. It is a 
situation which requires action, action, 
ACTION!’ ” 

Miss Hall practically shouted the last 
word. She then took a deep breath, folded 
her clipping, and sat down. 

“WeU,” Imbelden said. “She writes a 

““ThTSho^rSicle’s ridiculous.” O’Hara 


_ _Imbelden sj 

it’s the truth?” 

“That’s not the point,” O’Hare 
“Confoimd it, Imbelden, j— 


e the turn of the 


century, 
mts Uke 











,1 %7.S0, 12.50 and up (plus taxei 
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((l(jw iM oMiliim,- 


In all your life never a moment like 
this! In all the world nothing too good 
for уоиг small son! And among baby 
blankets none quite so fine as a gentle 
North Star “Iris.” Colors light as a baby’s 
dream, texture soft as that peach-bloom 
cheek, deftly woven of precious virgin 
wool to-be handed down from baby to 
baby. Full crib size (42 х 60), richly 
bound all around—a fairy Godmother 
gift for your favorite baby! 

On the bed: Luxurious Regal Pair, 
Peach Pink, to start your North Star 
Blanket Wardrobe.* And note Mother’s 
and Dad’s smart robes of North 
Star 100% wool fabric. 

FKEE BOOKLETS! “Sleep, Baby, 

Sleep”--“Decorate Your Dream Room.” 

North Star Woolen МШ Co.,243 So. 2nd 

\ 9.95 to 145.00 ( Baby Blankete start at 6.50 ) 
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tEAVES yOUR HAIR SO?TER, 

EASIER ТО MANAGE 
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JUSTTOO 


FRECKLED 
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id baby, he had г 


equipped "vvith fox^erri 


with a 


a dollar and a h: 
lere at ^at camp. Just i 
jark lliis thing.” Не gesi 


“Just for a place to put it and plug into 
the €lectricity and use a washroom. It’s 
nice of уои, Prof; all this for free.” 

“That’s Imby for you.” Clem Hall said. 
She had been coming around occasionally 

■ ’ 'den had ’- ’ ' 

ping to be ■- 

it “Got a heart as big as a whaie, that 
Imbelden.” 

“It’s Maclntyr€ that’s running for of- 
fice,” the old man snorted. “Not me. 
How’s he doing in his politicking?” 

/-.i-— —_j- _ thumb 


and forefinger. “He’s j 


,” she s 


Right on the steps of the Ui 


night, to< 
which is 
right in 


“I’m glad he’s doing v 
Imbelden scowled. “К 
studying Latin.” 


playeđ 
came along and 

в11 at something,” 


Clem looked down the walk and whistled 
softly^through^her teeth. 

log barking 


-ly through 

L. Edward Л _ 

the long waik, with the Kelly dog 
furiously at his heels. 

“Well, Professor,” he called cheerfully 
as he approached the house, “you seem 
to have quite a little colony here. Guests, 

“Re?idents,” Imbelden caUed back, just 
as cheerfully. “Come up and sit down. 
Surprismgly warm day, eh?” 

Armbruster glanced nervously over his 
shoulder. “I won ’ "• ’ ’ ’ 

this little fellow 
don’t seem to be able to get acquainted— 
do we, fellow?” 

The fox terrier had a man-sized growl 
and was no respecter of college presi- 


“Imt^lden,” said the president, “I w 


dered if we 'could have* 

— Зфи and I.” 

“We could go inside,” I 


club. There’s only se^ 
She thinks maybe the 
ened”—^he took in the 
gesture—“by all this.” 

‘Т shouldn’t be su 
h'ere, Imbelden, w€’re 
talk seriousiy. How l 
to keep these things h 


little chat? Uh 


l. Now look 


d it, Imbelden, none of this 
gomg around the mulberry bush. This is 
a cheap trick, nothing else. A kind of 

moral blackmail-” 

“Intimidation is a better word,” Im- 
belden said mildly. “Armbruster, you’re 
the president o£ ■fiiis institution. Haven’t 
you апу conscience—don’t you know the 
way hundreds o£ these people are liv- 
ing?” 

“Of стЈг.чр Т know, and I’m perturbed. 

But it’s the nature o£ 
i’t lay it on anybody’s 


local industry?” 

“A long-time policv of the institutioi 
besides that, a part of the charter.” 
“Well,” Imbelden sighed, “impretty г 



**Do уои really Utu 



Beautify your skin 

itk OVER-TONE 

tke §lorifyin^ cake makeup 


Тгу OVER-TONE . . . see your skin glorified with 
this amazing cake makeup,ofFRANCES Denney. 
Easy to apply . . . cđmfortable to wear . . . 
OVER-TONE never needs retouching . . . you are 
lovely to look at for hours and hours. 

OVER-TONE does not crack on the skin. 

It’s the most glamorons 
cake makeup you’ve 



Frances Dennev 















SIGNED, 
SEALED 
AND 
DELICIOITS 


In choosing OLD TAYLOR, you 
selecting a whiskey of topmost _ 
choice—a topflight hourbon, 

in the best traditions of 
Kentucky’s fine whiskey making— 
brand whose mellow flavor and 
rich bouquet are appraised with 
of appreciative approval. 


mark of a discerning host— 
of one who is accustomed to 
епјоу the finer things—make your 
whiskey OLD TAYLOR. 


The 







Peggy felt as stunned as if she had bee 
hit by a large, hard object. For a secon 
her brain refused to work and then 
did. “They wouldn’t be mean enough i 
keep the топеу!” 

Mr. O’Meara nodded solemnly. “Cor 
tract. They contract to teach you, ar 
your pa contracts to рау. School does i 
part; you don’t do yours. Тоо bad.” £ 
helped himself to another bun. 

Well, there you were. Peggy had felt a 
along that something would stop her rur 

years with Kobert she hađ known a grej 
many disasters, and it did no good 1 
X— X- them. You just h; ’ ' 


with ej 


le till it 




She said swiftly, “ 


Mrs. 0’Меага dealt 
a deep-dish apple pie 


Peggy did hope М 
what she was talking 
wouldn’t have to worry over Robert auite 
so much. “Well, if he were only capabU 
like Mr. O’Meara.” 

Mrs. O’Meara lovingly regarded he 
spous^ “Him? Why ^Joe don’t know 

Mr. O’Meara placidly 


had ji 


a profound compli 


ful. “Of course Bobby and Bess are won 
derful . . 

Mr. O’Meara arose. “If you like hosse 
so much, why don’t you learn to ride? 

еуез^ opened -^ide. ^“But i 

ful lot.” ’ 

Mr. O’Meara shook his head. “No ех 
tras at Temple. All included in the pric 
of the ticket. Might’s well get you 


•self b 




vered 


_ _jrse. Besides, 

might as well get something for 
топеу — ог rather Robert’s. 

Mrs. O’Meara was putting a 

apron over her plum-colored _ 

and Peggy suddenly remembered h€_ 
manners. “Do let me help you do те 
dishes, Mrs. O’Meara.” 

“Not necessary. Whisk ’em ofE in £ 

“But'l love to đo dishes, Mrs. O’Meara!’ 

Half an hour later, she wa.4 affain jeit.- 
ting in high state asJ 
her and Mr. 0’Меагг 




The trees really were a crisp shade of 

Robert might just possibly be able to 
look after himself, and if horseback rid- 
ing was entirely free , . . 

But there was Miss Мау, and there 
was Hawthorne House. If only Miss Мау 
wasn’t so sticky sweet, and if only Haw- 

ugly place in which to live. It would drive 
an artist mad with all its architectural 
gingerbread, its horrible halls, its stair- 
case so dreadful it made you ache. 

Now Sevier Cottage across the way was 



is more often Clairol's magnificent color achievement 
than nature's. For Clairol* shades are not only most 
natural-looking but match nature's rarest, loveliest 
hair tones. An exquisite example is the Moongold head 
photographed . .. a true silver blonde .. . typical of Clairol's 
color triumphs. Among Clairol’s 23 exclusive colors 
there’s a shade as gloriously right for you as for the 
girl pictured. Remember, too, Clairol is good for the 
hair because it reconditions and cleanses as it tints 
every drab or gray hair. 

Write for free booklet: “Seven Secrets for Beautiful Hair,” 
Clairol, Вох 211, Stamford, Conn. 






Feature Attraction 

' То rate star billiiig as a host, set ihe stage 
vvith magnificent Manhaltans . . , macle vvith the 
finest-tasting Three Feathers botlled ш 64 years. 
This smoother, lighter, richer whiskey is 
always the “feature attraction” at апу gathering! 


'NREEFEATHE 


THREEFEATHERS 


^^JeWe 

First Among Fine VVhiskies 























to do anythmgl It w 
So she bit her lips 
Wrightwho sat on h< 
ly, “How is the se 
Орега in New York‘ 


t the French 

tell you,” he 
r York I’m so 


ЕШе-Мау thought: Well, that doesn’t 
get anywhere. So she tried again. “Tell 
me,” she said, “how’s the Erie Railroad 
doing?” 

This opening was more successful. Like 
the Ancient Mariner, Mr. Wright fixed 
her with a glittering еуе and told her how 
ii-- - -^-iing. She didn’t 

doing, but he told her, on and on for 
nearly twenty minutes. About halfway 
through she developed hyst€rical deaf- 
ness, heard nothing, but merely nodded 
her head from time to time and mur- 
mured, “Yes, how interesting!” All the 
time she was геаЦу thinking how she 
would set in the gores on Eudora’s new 

The problem had troubled her since early 
morning, a little after seven, when, at the 
imperious sound of the cowbell, she had 
gone to Eudora’s bedroom to find her on 
her feet rummaging through the drawers 
of her walnut bureau, bringing out old 
ribbons, gewgaws, bits of jewelry, and 
silk stockings that had rotted during the 
iong period of Eudora’s retirement after 
her “disappointment.” 

At the sight, ЕШе-Мау imderstood that 
what she had dreaded yet hoped for 
had happened. Eudora tumed toward her: 
mother and spoke the fatal words, “I’m 
feeling so good, Ма, I think I’ll go to' 
the оргу tonight.” A соу smile suddenly ' 
illumined Eudora’s big, dark face. “Cyril,” 
she added, “is going to take me!” 

Ellie-May’s practical mind hit at once 
upon the difficulty, “What,” she asked, 
“аге you going to use for clothes? You 
can’t get into your old ones, and Millie 
Hirshbein hasn’t got anything your size.” 

But Eudora had everything figured out. 
Not for nothing was she P.J.’s daughter. 
She said, “We can rim up something on 

“What about stuff? Millie hasn’t got 
silks and satins in stock for Silver City.” 

A sly look črossed Eudora’s face. “I got 


. 0 . You know them ... 
is we got for the library 

lenterie in the draw€ 


old gold passe 

V4akly ЕШе-Мау said, “I don’t know 
whether we’ve got enough time. I’ve 

Уотк feUows*herl™^* ™ 

is checkmated by Eu- 
hbein can help you. 
}г the Emporium and 
machine going whfie 




m, MillieHirshbein,stni 
;ws of Eudora’s miracul 
on hand, and together 


been a great designer, and she 
she worked, cutting, fitting and 
that her alarms and forebodings 
dora’s recovery largely faded aw 
face of the immediate problem < 

То begin Vith she draped the r 
around Eudora and pinned it 
while Millie stood at a littie di, 


by standing bolt upright, withou 
















































































































































“What y( 


^ housekee] 


Mrs. 


•(iwell, to set 
Denver. Mrs. Bir(i- 


with the Profe^t, 

^ property in this town, and we’ll fin 
,11 house ’ ..11 






with m 


it from Cincinnati tc 


[, “But I can’t рау for all this. I 
t you worry^about th^. I’ll take 

og and earning топеу —lots of it.” 
:ter a second she said, “Do you 
) say P.J. hasn’t paid you апу- 

xpenses until 
finishe(i. Mrs. 


“No. Не was paying our 
last night. But I guess that’, 
Sower was askSig for he 
night.” 

“Why, the old skinfli-"' 


see that he pays you all right. Just leave 
that to me!” 

She looked out of the window and said, 
“Неге comes Mrs. Birdwell now. She will 
take over here. She’s had lots of experi- 
ence. She often takes care of the lady 
artists at the Eldorado when they’re sick.” 

“But my clothes,” said Bridget. 

“W€’ll send over for them. Mrs. Bird- 
well can pack them up.” 

The girl didn’t protest. She felt herself 
sinking deeper and deeper into a morass 
of fatigue so profound that it seemed dif- 
ficult even to move her arms or raise her 
hands to tie her bonnet strings beneath 
her chin. It was good—wonderfuUy good 

thing, taking čare of her. But in the back 

won’t give in. Nothing can make me give 
in.” 

Then Mrs. Birdwell appeared in the 
doorway, a motherly litUe woman of 
about sixty-five. In an unexpectedly deep 
voice she said, “Well, Madge, here I am!” 

bo^rdt%d'' 


““Whln “b 


ing to her companion she said, “You know 
how to handle him, Mrs. Birdwell. See 
that the old gentleman gets the best at- 

“Sure, Madge!” 

Then Madge said briskly, “I guess that 
takes care o£ everything, We can go now.” 
She patted Bridget’s shoulđer, “You must 
be terribly tired, my dear.” 

The odd thing was that thT girl lEdt”it 


happening before her 
- scornful, but 

- - ...th Madge who 

knew that Mrs. Sower knew that her own 
fate was inevitably in Madge’s hands. 
She said briskly, “The Professor and 


YOUR SUMMER VACATION CAN INCLUDE ALL THIS IN 




BRIGHT LICHTS-Symphonfes Under the 
Stars ... movieland clubs where you'll 
dine and dance and see famous people. 
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Cosmopolitan ^ducational Guide 


CAMPS AND SUMMER SCHOOLS 




BOYS 

IDLEIVILD^ 

CAMP PAGWA 

CAMP STINSON ■’g.T'.fii® 

nDVENTURE TRAILS 
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BOYS AND GIRLS 
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PENNSYLVANIA—BOYS 


\ /ALLEY FORGE 

\Ж MILITARV ACADEMV 

PENNSVLVANIA 

fioits^for Battalion now baing 


'A' ^ Carson Le^S^ 

FOR CATALOG ADDRESS ВОХ E WATNE. PA. 

FORT VVASHINGTON 

PENNSVLVANIA U 

Military Preparatory 

^ CHARLES S. TIPPETTS^ Ph.D.^ ^ 

WASHINGTON AND VICINITY—BOYS AND GIRLS 
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MARTLAND COLLEGE РО^^О^МЕмГв 


Z, LUTHERVILLE, MD. 


IHSBULLISI^ISCHOOL 



SANFORD PREPi^RA^raV 


Marjone 

Webster 


PENNSYLVANIA—GIRLS 
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lENN HALL i 


COLLEGE 


OGONTZ JUNIOR COLLEGE 


HARCUM JUNIOR COLLEGE 


[| JUNiOR ODLUQ& 
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^ IL LIA М S P O R Т DIC К IN S O N 
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BOLLES SCHOOL .1 
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BATTLE GRpUIID 


MASSANUTTEN MILITART ACADEMT 


MILLER$BllRG(;iLV.\^u?T 


Darlington School for Boys 




For schools in other locntions tcrite Coamopolitan Education Department 
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Sullins College west—boys 
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WEST-BOYS 

★ ST. JOHN'S ★ 


ABBOTTART SCHOOL 
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ART САВЕЕВ SCHOOL 
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MEINZINGER ART SCHOOL 
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Mickael Foster 


It’s queer, the tliings you remernber. When 
life has crumbled suddeuly, and left you standing 
there, alone. It's not the big important things that 
you temember when you come to that: not the 
plans of уеаг5, not the love nor the hopes you’ve 
worked so hard for It’s the little things that you 
remembet then: the little things you hadn’t no- 
ticed at the time. The way a hand touched yours, 
and you too busy to notice; the hopeful little in- 
flection of a voice you didn’t really bother to listen 

John Carmody found that out, staring through 
the living-room window at the cheerful Tuesday- 
afternoon life uf the street. Не kept trying to think 
about the big important tltings, lost now—the 


years and the plans, and the hopes. And the love. 
But he couldn’t quite get them focused sharply 
in his mind, just now. Not this afternoon. 

They, those important things, wete like a huge 
but nebulous background in his mind. All he could 
remember, now, was a queer little thing: nothing, 
really, if you stopped and thought about it in the 
light of the years and che plans and the—the great 
love. It was only something his little gitl had jaid 
to hLm. One evening, two—perhaps three weeks 
ago. Nothing, if you looked at it tationally. The 
sort of thing that kids are always saying. 

But it was what he was remembering, now. 

That pamcular night, he had brought home 
from the office a finished draft of the armual 
213 





stCKkholders’ report. Very important, it was. 
Things being as they were, it meant a great deal— 
to his future; to the futute of his wife and his little 
girl. Не sat down to reread it before dinner. It 
had to be right: it meant so much. 

And just as he turned a page, Marge, his little 
girl, came with a book under her atm. It was a 
gteen-covered book, with a fairy-tale picture pasted 
on it. And she said: "Look, Daddy.” Не glanced 
up and said: "'Oh, fine. A new book, eh?” 

"Ves, Daddy,” she said. ''WiII you read me a 
stoty in it?” 

"No, dear. Not just now,” he said. 

Marge just stood there, and he read through a 
paragtaph which told the stockholdets about cer- 
tain replacements in the machmery of the factory. 
And Marge’s voice, with timid and hopeful little 
inflections, was saying: 

"But Mummy said you probably would. Daddy.” 

Не looked up over the top of the typescript. "Гт 
sorry,” he answered. ''Maybe Mummy will read it 
to you. I’m busy. Dear.” 

"No,” Marge said politeIy. "Mummy is much 
busier, upstairs. Won’t you read me just this one 
story? Look—it has a picture. See? Isn’t it a lovely 
picture, Daddy?” 

"Oh, yes. Beautiful,” he said. "Now, that picture 
has class, hasn’t it? But I do have to work tonight. 
Some othet tifne ...” 

After that, there was quite a long silence. 
Marge just stood there, with the book open at the 
IoveIy picture. It was a long time before she said 
anything else. Не read thtough two more pages 
explaining in full detail, as 
he had directed, the shift 
in markets over the past 
twelve months, the plans 
outlined by the sales de- 
partment fot meeting these 
problems which, after all, 
could safely be ascribed to 
local conditions, and the ad- 
vertising ptogram which 
after weeks of conferences 
had been devised to stabi- 
lize and even increase the 
demand for their ptoducts. 

"But it is a lovely picture. 

Daddy. And the story looks 
so excitmg,” Marge said. 

"I know,” he said. "Ah 
. . . Mmmmm. Some othet 
time. Run along, now.” 

'T’m sure you’d епјоу it, 

Daddy,” Matge said. 


"Eh? Yes. I know I would. But later.” 

"Oh,” Marge said. "Well, some other time, 
then. 'Will you, Daddy? Some other time?” 

"Oh, of course,” he said. "Vou bet.” 

But she didn’t go away. She still stood there 
quietly, like a good child. And after a long time, 
she put the book down on the stool at his feet, 
and said: "Well, whenevet you get ready, just 
read it to yourself. Only read it loud enough so I 
can hear, too.” 

"Sure,’ he said. "Sure. Later.” 

And that was what John Catmody was remem- 
bering. Now. Not the long plans of love and care 
for the years ahead. Не was temembering the way 
a well-mannered child had touched his hand with 
timid little fingers, and said: "Just read it to your- 
self. Only read it loud enough so I can hear, too.” 

And that was why, now, he put his hand on 
the book. From the corner table where they had 
piled some of Marge’s playthings, picking them up 
from the floor where she had left fhem. 

The book wasn’t new апу more; and the green 
cover was dented and thumbed. Не opened it to 
the lovely picture. 

And reading that story, his lips moving stifHy 
with anguish to form the words, he didn’t try to 
think апу more, as he should be thinking, about 
the impottant things: about his careful and 
shrewd and loving plans for the years to come; 
and for a little while he forgot, even, the horrot 
and bitterness of his hate for the half-drunken 
punk kid who had careened down the street in 
a secondhand саг —and who was now in jail 
on manslaughter charges. 

Не didn’t even see his 
wife, white and silent, 
dressed for Marge’s funer- 
al, standing in the door- 
way, trying to make her 
voice say calmly: "I’m 
ready, dear. ■We must go.” 
Because John Carmody 

"Once upon a time, there 
was a little girl who lived 
in a woodcutter’s hut, in the 
Black Forest. And she was 
so fair that the birds forgot 
their singing from the 
bough, looking at her. And 
there came a day when ...” 

Не was reading it to him- 
self. But loud enough for 
her to hear, too. Maybe. 






‘^Leaving Blarney, I visited a famous 
Dublin crypt dug in the уеаг 1038. There 
I shook hands with the Crusader’s mummy— 
said to bring good luck forever. I’d need luck, 
judging by my close call at В1агпеу Castle. 



looking at peaceful scenes like this typical Irish farm. 
The whitewasheđ stucco walls and traditional farm 


“ Irelaiifrs peat bogs аге on top of 
hills, not in the valleys as in most other 
lands. We visited one of the bogs, and watched 
as they spaded the peat into muddy-looking 
blocks, which they left in the sun to dry. 












